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VERY word you utter."
Quarren said, "forges a new

o ling in my love for you."
.Vu don't Iean-love?"
:We mean the same I think-<lif-
*'ntly only in degree."

you. That Is nice of

Re nodded, smiling to himself;
tQeti, graver:

"Is your little fortune quite gone,

-$All gone-al'of it."
I see. * * * And something has

*t' to be done."
!You know it has..* * And rm
Sbefore my time-tired, worn out.

Ifean't work-I have no heart, no
000rage. My heart and strength
VSe burnt out; I haven't the will
t struggle, I have no capacity to
.odure. What am I to do?"

ot what you plan to do."
Why not? As long as I need help
-d the best is offered"-
ouldn't you take less- and

h Rix! I couldn't use you!"
turned and looked up at him.

and disengaged herself
his arm.

-I-you are my friend. I
nothing to give anybody-not

0 you." She smiled tremulously
.*nd I suspect that as far as your

f ne is concerned, you can offer
np little more. * * But it's sweet
o( you. You are generous, having
s# little and wishing to share it with

OCould you wait for me, Strelma?"
'Wait? You mean until you be-

c~ne wealthy? Why, you dear boy,
I?-even If it were a cer-

CFan't you hold on for a couple
ot years?"
"Please tell me how? Why, I

even pay my attomneys until
it", my house."

fle bit his lip and frowned at the
sifat water.

ideskdes," she said. "I haven't
afiything to offer you that I haven't
aijoady given you-"

ask no more."
, but you do!"

o, I only went what you want,

ADVICETOMTE
LOVELORN
By Beatrice Fairfax
hIch Does He Love?

J)PAR MISS FAIRFAX:
13 am eighteen and in love with

a san of twenty-four. He has
aedp me to marry him. I have one

moo year at echool,.and wishing to
k our friendship on a whole-
h e basis, I have not acknowl-

my love for him.
liad an engagement with him

iO 'evening but he did not come,
or I on tIle phone, or write until
t weeks later, when I received a
o letter saying he had been Il
a as I did not call him or write,

h d that I did not caref , -so was engaged to be mar-
soon, as he had found his true

Iws at last.
j OShIBLY you are right and the
a..%an did fall into ah engagement

another girl out of sheer pique.
I 3 do no harm for you to ask

to come to see you once more
ft the sake of your'old frieddsbip.

find that he is indeed inter-
oselsewhere, you must feel that

y .had your chance and missed it
a that you have no right to do one
t to hurt another giri or spel
bappness. But if you feel that

going to make a miserable
that won't give anyone reel

age knows her feelings, marry
now and don't ask him to wait.

an dqa that you're not as
teyin love as you think, and

y'ou're a sensible little girl
ed.,einon with her school work

her happiness later.
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Moving Romance of

iety, by the Greatest
br of Fiction.
!trelse-only what you have to
otter of your own accord."
A Momenteo Sienes.
They fell silent, leaning forward

on their knees, eyes absent, remote.
"I don't see how It cad be done;

do you?" she maid.
"If you could wait-"
"But Rix; I've told him that I

would marry him."
"Does that count?"
"Yes-I don't know. I don't know

how dishonest I might be. *0* *

I don' know what is going to
happen. I'm so poor. Rix-you
don't realixe-and I'm .tired and sad
-old before my time-perplexed,
burnt out-"
She rested her head on one slen-

der curved hand and closed her
eyes. After '£ while she opened
them with a.weary smile.

"I'll try to think-after you are
gone. ** * What times does your
train leave?"
He glanced at his watch and

rose; and she sprang up, toot
"Have I kept you too long?"
"No; I can make It. We'll have

to walk rather fast"-
"I'd rather you left me here."
"Would you? Then-good-bye."
"Good-bye. * * * Will you

come up again?"
"I'll try."
"Shall we write?"
"Will you?"
"Yes. I have so much to say

now that you are going. I am

glad you came. I am glad I told
you everything. Please believe that
my heart is enlisted in your new
enterprise; that I pray for your
success and welfare and happiness.
Will you always remember that?"

"Yes, dear."
"Then-I mustn't keep you a mo-

ment longer. Good-bye."
They stood a moment, neither

stirring; then he put his arms
about her; she touched his shoul-
der once more lightly with her
cheek-a second's contact; then he
kissed her clasped hands and was
gone.

CHAPTER XI.
Quarren arrived in town about

twilight. Taxis were no longer for
him nor he for them. Suit case and
walking-stick in hand, he started up
Lexington avenue still excited and

WHEN A GI
AN INTERESTING STORY
By ANN LISLE,

Whose Present Serial Has Won a
Nation-WMe Sccess.

(( EANIE!" I called. "Jeanie,
don't leave me like this. I
can't bear -much more-

alone!"
I stepped toward the door as I

spoke. But I didn't open it. What
use was there in running after
Jeanie? For iPhoebe's sake I couldn't
go back to Jeanie's apartment and
risk driving the desperate young
thing out of the home where she
had more right to be than I. For
Jim's sake I couldn't give up the
job which meant money and might
help tide us over if a crash came.
So what had I to gain by reopening
a discussion which would only
antagonise Virginia?
Hunger and worry gave ano a

restless night. and I was a haggard-
looking creature when I started off
early the next morning to visit Neal.
Fortunately, his bedroom was not
very bright and Neal's attention
was thoroughly occupied with the
doctor's promise that he could. he
out for a short drive by the end of
the week. So I got away without
any emnbarrassing' revelations.
My course went straight to Dad

Lee's hetql. They told me at the
desk that Mr. Lee was at break-
fast and I bore down on the dining
room resolutely. The head waiter
led me toward a table where Dad
Lee at with his beck to me and all
his attention focussed on a enmmon.
looking nan I'd never before set
eyes on. As I ap cached the table
the strange man bgan spe=aring It
a harsh and throaty voice:
"And if you ask me I'll say they'll

never get D~ boy. I'll say he's
not lettin' the duemake him forget
nothing, either. He'll come baok
when he's glood ad readys So no
need to hi-'-

At this point the obsequious we*ter
drew up at the table announelng:

" totsee M. Lee."
Dade leaped' to his feet, look-

lng for all the wbrld like a orr-
ered rabbit, -with' twitching nose
and watering ey. But as he
seised my arm a(steered me to-
ward tire door I noticed that the

of his thin finge-. was maws
I adpurposeful-not rabbit.

like at all.
"Well, well, m' dear," he scold-

ed. "II' your comint to surprase
your old- go'nos, why don't- you
tell him? ain't even had a
shave, and I'm wearing yesterday's
collar. I ain't fit for my daughter
to be seem -wth I'm going to tale
you te -the -wVtgq''toon while I
go and get Gol up, as the may.tng Is."

"1'ou needn't," I Mdsignificant-
ly. "I came On business."
"Had yostr breakfast, mn'dear?"

lae asked with insistent, cordiality.
"I was' just thinkink that as' soon
as I'd got into some glad wage,we'd have a party on dad."a

"I've had my breast," I an-
nounoed eldly. "Let's sit here.
It's ceer and 3rvate."'Yha pen Otssa .a furthe..r

Fam"urs Story

Strelsa, Ream
exhilarated from his leave-taking
with Strelsa. An almost impercep-
tible fragance seemed to accom-
pany him, freshening the air around
him in the shabby streets of Ascalon;
the heat-cursed city grew cooler,
sweeter for her memory.
Through the avenue's lamp-lit

dusk passed the palo ghosts of Oath
and the phantoms of the Philistines,
and he thought their shadowy forms
moved less wearily; and that strange
faces looked less wanly at him as
they grew out of the night-"clothed
in scarlet and ornaments of gold"-
and dissolved'again into darkness.

Still thrilled, almost buoyant. he
walked on. passing the high-piled
masonry of the branch post office
and the Central Palace on his left.
Against high stars the twin power

tL MARRIES
DF EARLY WEDDED LIFE
news of Dick West-Dicky Boy, I
mean," I said sarcastically. "But
I was thinking of your friend Dick-.o his name came naturally to mylips. Where is he?"

"Ain't you seen him lately?" asked
Dad Lee. "Ain't you friends any
more?"
Ignoring the question, I answered

the first with breathless quickness.
"I haven't seen him since my

brother was shot."
"Your brother shot? Dear, dear

-that would be my Martha's boy.
Why didn't you tell me, m'dear?
I'd do whatever I could for her
boy-"
"What have you done for her boy

--nd her girl-since the first time
you heard pf them," I asked, striv-
ing again to take him off his guard.

"Biisce first Dick West told me
they were in New York," replied
Dad Lee, smiling at me shrewdly,
"I been trying to get in touch with
them- trying to show that the
whole continent ain't too big for
the old sire to cover to get back to
where his filly is pasturing. But
you're awful cold, m'dear. Don't
love the old man much, do you?
You've never even had me meet up
with my Martha's boy."

I sprung to my feet.
"1.m not in a position to do much

for ydu," I said. "And I have my
own ties already formed. Neal
won't meet you. He's bitter-natur-
ally. But I'll pay your board and
room and try to give you a small
weekly allowance."

"I don't need no allowance. I'll
make out 'til your husband gets
back," he volunteered with an air
of kindness. "Or even help you if
you need the old man, Do you? Or
does Martha's boy? Do you folks
need money?"
Puzzled by this second exhibition

of generosity, I stared at him-then
beyond him, trying to fathom his
motives. Suddenly I got a glimpse
of the common-looking man lurking
in the doorway, theoretically just
out of sight, plainly just within ear-
shot.
"Do you folks need any money'

repeated Dad Lee.
fe 3m c..ub.ed Saturay.>

-Trial by jury is said to ha-ve ex-
isted in 300 B. C.?

Pianos-~r to be taxed in Paris
at the rtsof 30 francs for an up-
right and 60 francs for a grand.
The- swallow's mouth, in propor-

tion to its eise, is larger than that
of any other bird

A Japanese wooer presents hIs
sweetheart with a' beautiful sash
by way of an engagement token?

Lungs In a perfectly healthy
state are very rare, according to
the eutator of a Parisian medical

It STR!ET5

ug in ,the Quiet of Wycher
house chimneys stood outlined In'
steel; on the right endless blocks of
brownstope dwellings stretched
northward, some already converted
Into shops where print-sellers, deal-
era In old books, and here and there
antiquaries, had constructed show
windows.
Firemen lounged outside the

Eighth Battalion quarters; here and
there a grover's or wineseller's win-
dows remained Illuminated where
those who were neither well-to-do
nor very poor passed to and fro with
little packages which meemed a
burden under the sultry skies.
At last, ahead, the peendo-Orien-

tal towers of a synagogue varied
the flat skyline. and a moment
later he could see the New Thought
Laundry, the Tonsorial Drawing

Attractive
Aprons

By Rita Stuyvsant
HE fall housecleaning means
much work for the house-
keeper, and these days, when

many women are without maids, the
burden falls heavily. However, no
woman need look unattractive, for
there are - so many new aprons de-
signed for this purpose.
Charming is a slip-over apron of

yellow chambray, bound and
trimmed with yellow and black cre-
tonne, cut after the fashion of the
bungalow apron, with short kimono
sleeves, square neck, patch pockets
and a loose belt of the material.
There may be a cap to match each
apron to protect one's hair.
The tiny checked ginghams are

especially attractive made up with
white collar and cuffs. If you pre.
fer to wear the apron as a house
dress also, make It a slip-on model,
but if you plan to wear your street
frock ynderneath, it Is shore con-
venient to leave it open down the
back. A white collar of butcher~
linen and turnback cuffs will lend a
fresh appearance. Long sleeves
will protect your underneath sleeves.
A sash of the gingham and pockets,too, are smart.
Many city women prefer large

white cover-all aprons of heavy mus-
lin or duck, as they may be seat
to the laundry..Have you seen the aprons the
brides are so enthusiastic aboutT
'Chey are fashioned of cretonne in
the most' bizarre effects and are full
skirted. The bodice is small and
cut with straps that go over the
shoulders and cross, at the back.
There are enormous sash ends that
tie in the back with a eaucy bow.
Sometimes the edges of the' apron

are bound in harmonising tape.,

Rhyming
By Aline Mic-asana.-

IsI ninety today in the shade
where I stay-goodnes knows
what It Is in the sun; though

I work pretty hard at my job as
a bard, just at present It isn't .
much fun. ,Although joy is my
goal, I'm a sensitive soul and to-
day I have had a har1d blow for,
while mopping my br-ow, a man
balled me jatnow, saying: "Lay
In your bfore snow.".
Perspiration dripped down as I

gave him a frown, a baleful, male-
volent glafe; but he paid me 'no
#eed and 'went on? "Yes, indeed,
you shotild purchase enough and to
spare." Then he spoke with de-
light of his best Anthracite, he
chatted of nut and of lump: he de-
clared: ""As for heat, this has got
the world beat, and our Number
One coal iq a trampl"
He conversed about fire tIN I felt

a dsama. to Iammta the wmins.
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y Hollow, Sees Quarren
Room, the undertaker's discreetly-
illuminated windows, and finally
the bay windows of his own recent
real estate office, now transmogri-
fied Into the Dankmere Galleries
of Old Mastern. Fayre a Quarrn,
proprietors.
The window appeared to be bril-

liantly illuminated behind the
drawn curtains; and Quarren, our-

primed and vexed, concluded that
the little Englishman was again
entertaining. So it pralexed and
astonished him to find the Earl
sitting on the front steps, his straw
hat on the back of him he"d smok-
Ing. At the same moment from
within the house a confused and
indescrirbable murmur was wafted
to his earn as though many people
were applauding.

Morale in
llnes

By Brice Bese, M. D.
HEEin no remedy more im-

portant than hope. It has
even been called the best

remedy. Anything that Increases
a sick person's optimism Is a
curative auet. apd anything that
discourages I a liability.
A tactless physician could easily

break down the morale of most of
his patients it he tried to frighten
them Into compliance with hi
treatment.

People who have
'

had hardly a
sick day in their lives cannot be
suddenly told that they have
Bright's disease of the kidneys or
something that sounds equally
omnious.

It is different with the chronit:-
ally ailing. or with those who have
had a great many illnesses. The
latter type ot patient gets to be a
sort of philosopher about these
matters. He has developed in the
coArse at his stormy career a good
deal of self-confidence. If one has
reeovered again and again from
menacing diseases, one i. likely to
take a good deal o satisfaction out
at the game of proving a not too
hopeful doctor wrong.
Everyone has noted how the del-

icate invalid will oftentimes live
on while the robust may -easily col-
lapse and display but little resist-
ance. We have already given a
strong hint as to what Is the
trouble In these cases.

It is sqeid that the breakdown Is
due to ov rwrk or something
equally irrelevant, when the tm uth
which has broken down the 'sn
which ha. broken down the man's
is that something has happened
morale mnd started a demoralizing
panic.

Optim ist
where he stood, but the thought of
the jail made my wild Impulse fall,sI heeded the theme he pursued.
The thermomete- rose - while he
talked about snows and the best
way to keep out the chill, at one
hundred and two there seemed
nothing to do but give .way to my
longing-and kill!
Strangely though in the end I

just said to hitm: "Friend, you
may send me aix tohs right away;
merk It 'Rush' If you please, for I
don't want to freese In the grip of
some fierce, seroa dayl" Then my
work I resume in the even-like
room where a man coufl fry eggs
en my hat; oh, these long-headed
chapel We must have them, per-
haps, but they're truly a trial, at
tea, they prod me along and I

can't say they're wrong for I
know In my heart they are right.
And say, friend, by the way,
though It's ninety today-have you
lale in emagh Anthraite?

ION byruC1

Approaching.
"What on earth Is going On In-

.ide?" he asked, bewildered.
"You told me over the telephone

that Karl Westguard might have
the gallery for this evening," SOi
the Englishman calmly. "So I lot
him have It." *'

"What did he want of It?" Who
has he got In there?" demanded
Quarren an another ripple of Wp
plause sounded from within.
Dankmere thought a moment:

"I really don't know the audience,
Quarren-theyfre not av r fa,
grmnt lot."
"What audiente? Who are

they?"
"You Ameracna wouldill them

a tough-looking bunch-except
Westguard and Bleocker De Groot
and Mrs. Calder&"-

"Cyrrille Caldera. and E Groot!

FOR LOI
"You I knew, I would tell YOU,"

Ca.loig said, quietly. "Not
because you deserve It--not

because you deserve any consider-
tion from her or from me, but be-
cause I care for her no much that
I'd give my life to see her happy.
* * *Now"-he flung at young
Winterdick with defiance-"you've
got your answer, and I hope You
like It."

Philip passed a shaking hand
across his mouth. He was half con-
vinced of his friend's honesty, but
that drive up from the country
through the darkness had been tor-
ture for him, and he could not so
readily forget It.
"She meant to come to you-I

know she did-" he said again
with anguish. "Where is she if
she's not here? There's nobody ele
she would bave gone to * *Oh, don't stand there like that.-" e
broke out, stormily. "Say some-
thing-suggest something *

for God's sake."
Calligan's face quivered.
"You'd better search the place."

he said, hoarsely; "if you don't be-
lieve me. I teli you 1 don't knew
where your wife is."
His pale face biased suddenly.
"I suppose you've been a brute to

her again--I suppose you've been
torturing her and half driving her
mad. In the name of heaven, Philip,
what's, come over you? What are
you made of that you treat her as'
you do? You seem y~ery sure that
she would come to me. I wish I
were as sure-I wish I knew that
she cared enough to come-"
His voice rose excitedly..
"1 wish she cared one-hundredth

part as much for me as she does for
you. She shouldn't ever have gone
back to you. I promise. She--"

Philip turned slowly.
"Care for me!" he said in a hoarse

voice. "She never cared for me."
He waited a moment: staring at

Calligan with eyes that pleaded 'for
a contradiction of his words, that im-
plored it, even while in his heart he
knew there was no smallest hgpe of
getting it.

It was Calligan who looked away
first.
"You've never deserved that she

should," he said with an effort. "But
if we men only got what we deserve
it would be a pretty poor leek out
for some of us."
He raised his sad eyes to Philip's

again and suddenly he said agita-
tedly:
"Phil-you don't mean ***you

weren't such a fool as not-to know
that she cared?"

Philip tried to speak, but no words
W*e ld come. He groped backwr
for a chair and dropped Into it, lJ
arms outflung on the table, his f4
buried in them.
Then Calligan drew a breath like

a sigh. He laid a hand on his friend's
shoulder.
"Poor old chap. . .."
As yet his mind was but a chaos of

agitation in which he groped blindly
for the truth; but he was beginning
to mn it slowly, and to nderstand

harles Dai
-A Delghtful Ronmanc

Girl Makes a Gres
Gifted Young I

What's that silly old dandy dding
down here?"
"Diffusing sweetness and Igbt

among the unwashed: telling them
that there are no such things as

class=.= that wealth to no barrier
to brotherhood; that the heart CC
Fifth avenue beats as warmly ad
guilelessly as the heart of Emmea
street, and that its wealth-bur-
dened Inhbltants have long do-
sired to fraternise with the bench-
era in Paradise Park."
A Strange Aundenee.
"Who put Westguard up to

this?" asked Quarren, aghast.
"De Groot. Karl Is writing a

levelling novel calculated to anni-
hilate maste. The undertakers next
door furnished the camp-chairs, the
corner grocer the collation; West-
guard, Mrs. Caldera and Bleecker
De Groot the taind-food. Go in and
look 'em over."
The front door was standing

partly open; the notes of a piano
floated through; a high and soulful
tenor was singing "Perfumes of
Araby," but Quarren did not notice
any as he stepped inside.
Not daring to leave his suitcase

in the hallway, he kept on along
the PSa04 to the extension where
the foldig doors were looked. Here
he deposited his luggage, locked
the door, then walked back to the
front parlor and, unobserved.
slipped in. seating himself among
the battere$ dereliots of the rear
row,
A thin, hirsute young man had

just finished scattering the per-
fumes of Araby; other perfumes
nearly finished %tuarren: but he
held his ground and gased grimly
at an Improvised platform where
sat, in a half-circle and in ful eve-
ning dress, Karl Westguard, Cyrille
Caldera and Bleecker De Groot.
Also there was a table supporting
a calla lily.
Westguard was saing very earn-

metly: "The world cab me a now-
ellst. I am notl Thank Heaven, I
aspire to something loftier. I am
not a mere sertabler of fiction; I
am a man with a message-a
plain, ample, earnest, warm-heart-
ed humanitarian who has been
roused to righteous indignation by

rE B
Ayr

that after an It had not been only
Eva who had sffered.
He walked over to the sideboard

and mnumancally mixed a couple of
whiskies. He brought them back to
the table and gave Philip a little
Shake.
"Here-buck up," he said with

rough kndnes. "I can't help you
till I know what's halpened. . ..
Phan raised his head.
" s gone . . . We--she ..

Oh, I was a brute. She never an-
swered me when I-but I knew-I
could see it in her eyes-all through
that confounded dinner. e 0b
looked like death, and then . . ."
"Well, the thing Is to find her.

You say she left for New York. You
are sure-sure?" Calligan's voice
was wrung with anxiety.
"Yes-as sure as I- can be."

Philip got to his feet. He looked
like a nus on the verge of a bad
breakdown. "Peter's outside-I
brought him up in the car.'
Calligan left the room and came

back a second later with his over-
coat.
"I'm ready" he said. "She may

have gone to your apartments."
"No-noMIb won't have done

that.-
(To 3. ContInued Toowerrw.)
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in Which a Beautiful

4t Sacxnce for the
fan She LAves,
a. temis .st..akti. mIUf..
bie dity between *th and pov.
ety"-
"Thats right," interrupted a
heas voies. "ite an aa- n me,
an' the pertio is s it, tool"
"'rhel wit ft hubid! Croak

'emr observed another gentleman
tiiintrie. *

Westguard, sligtly discounte-
nanced by the signiftennt cheers
which greeted this sentiment, In-
troduced Bleecker de Groot; and
the rotund old beau came jauntily
forward, holding out both Immacu-

late hands with an artlessly com-

prehensive gesture dalculated to
make the entire East Side feel that
It was reposing upon his beautiful-
ly laundered bosom.
"Ah. my friends!" cried De Groot,

"if you could only realise how great
is the love for humanity within
my breast-If you could only know
of the hours and days and even
weeks that I have devoted to solv.
ing the problems of the poor!
The Merry
"And 'I have solved them-every

one. And this is the answer'"-
grasping dauntlessly at a dirty
hand and shaking it--"ths!" seizing
another-"and this. and thisi-And
now I ask you, what is this mutf
answer which I have given you?"
"De merry mitt," said a voice,

promptly. Mr. De Groot smiled with
sweetness and indulgenea.

"I apprehend your quaint and
trenchant vernacular," he said. "It
is the 'merry mitt*--the 'gad glove'
the 'happy hand! Fifth avenue
clasps palms with Doyers street"

"Ding!" said a weary eloes, "yer
In wrong, boss. It% na 'r the
Tongs wit us gent. We transfer
to Avenue A."
Mr. De Groot nerely smiled In-

dulgently. "The rich," he said, "are
not really happy." His plump, high-
ly colored features altered; pres
ently a priceless tear glinueared ir,
his monocle eye, and he brushed 1,
away with a kind of noble pity forhis own weakness.

(Te Be Continwed Tergew.)
Pblts aemea with ater-

(O"nriebt by Robert W. mbn--ma
Be onlinued Tomaseewj

IANECDOTES OF
THE FAMOUS

IBRAEL ZANGWILL, hpen=ft a
school teacher In his younger
days, tells how a class of school

obadren had been struggling with
the problem: "If a cask contains
four and a half gallons. how- many
times can a glass holding a pint be

ll from it?"
It proved too much for them, and,

as it was near the end of the after-
noon, the teacher said:

"Well, qboys, you ca n take that
sm home as your homework to-
night, and let me know the answer
tomorrow morning."
Next.mrplng one member of the

class turned up an hour lWte. He
brought a written excuse-a scribled
note on a rough piece af paper. It
read:

"WIlN teacher please enuse Tom-
my for being late. and please do
not give him any more of those
sums for homewori. My husband
spent all the evening working at
It, with two friends to help him.
In consequence we are all late up
this morning, and my husband is
not fit to go to work today, and has
forgotten the answer."
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